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homely scent of old-fashioned herbs and flowers.
Several little steep paths meandered through the
wood, crossing and recrossing tiny leaping streams,
and came out on a great tract of tumbled moor-
land above, with huge broad-backed mountains
couched about it.

The house itself was full of low, pleasant rooms,
looking out on to a wide verandah. It was almost
austerely furnished, and the life was simple and
gjerene. We used to go for vague walks on the
moor or by the sea, and sometimes took long
driving and walking expeditions among the hills.
It was a rainy region, and we were often confined
to the house, except for a brisk walk in the soft
rain. The climate never suited me; I was always
languid in body there, greedy of sleep and food.
There was no great brilliance of talk, only a quiet
ease of communication such as takes place among
people of the same interests. I was ill there, more
than once, and often anxious and perplexed. And
yet, for all that, my memory persists in investing it
all with a singular radiance, and tells me over and
over again that I was never so happy in any place
in my life. I must say that my friend was an ideal'
host, quiet, benevolent, anxious that people should
enjoy themselves in their own way, and yet with
a genial firmness of administration which is the
greatest of all luxuries if it co-exists with much
liberty. He was not a great talker, though he
occasionally uttered a witty epigram, often of a
somewhat caustic kind; but the air of serene
benevolence with which he used to preside always